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* was a yonthfull Knight, 

lon'd a gallant Lady, 
Faire ſhe was and bzight, 

and of vertues rate: | 
Per ſel e ſhe did behaue | 

ſo courteouflp as map be, 
Wedded were they bzaue, 

top without compare. 
Bere began the griefe, 
Paine without rcliefe, 
det huſband ſone het loue fo2imke, 
Ko women lewd of mind 
Being bad inclin'd, 

he onelylent a pleaſant loke: 
The Lady ſhe ſate weeping, 
EUbile that he was keping 

company with others moe: 
Her wo2ds. my Loue, belieue not, 
Come to me and gtieue not, 
Wantons will the onecthzow. 


Dis faite Ladies wozbs 
nothing he regarded, 
Mantonneſſe affo2bs 
ſoch delightfull ſpozt : 
While they dance and ſing, 
with great mtrth pꝛepated, 
She her hands did wing 
in moſt gricuon 3 U 2t. 
Oh what hap had I 
Thus to waile and cer 
enreipected wnery day! 
ELiuing in puſdatne, 
x 


— 


Mhile that others gaine 


all the tight J ſhould eniop 7 
J am left fozſaken, 


Others they are taken, 


ah my Loue why voſt thou ſo 2 


Het flatteries belœue not, qc. 


The night with his faire Piece, 
at length his Lady ſpied, 
TUho dtd him daily fla ce 
of his wealth and ſtoze 2 
Decretlp the ſtod, 
while the her faſhions tried, 
Wuh a patient mod, 
while de pe the Þtrumpet ſwoze: 
O fir Knight, quoth ſhe, ' 
Do deatelp Jloue the, 
my lite doth reſt at thy diſpoſe, 
By dap and eke by night, 
Foz thy ſweet delight, 
thou ſhalt me in thy armes diſcloſe, 
J am thine owne foz euer, 
Still wil! 3 yorſener 
true to the where ere J goe. 
Het flatterics bela ue not, gc. 


The vertnons Ladp mild 

enters then among them, 
Being big with child, 

as euer ſhe might be. 
With viſlttiling teaces 

ſhe looked then vpon them. 
Killed fullof feares, 


thus replied ſhe: 
Ah mp Loue and Deare, 
Wherefoze ſtap pou here, 
refuſing ms your louing Wike, 
Fo: an Yarlots ſake, 
Which each one will take, 
whoſe vile der ds pzouoke much 
Mann can accuſe her, (aul 
O my Loue refuſe her, 
with thy Lady home returns: 
Her flatteries beleuenot, 
Come to me and grieue not, ic. 


All in ſury then 

the angry Knight vpſtarted | 
Uery furious, when 

be heard his Ladies ſpæch: 

With many bitter termes 

his wife he ouerthwarted, 
Uſing hard extremes, 

while ſhe did him beſech,, 
From her necke ſo white, 


Me toke away in ſpight 


ber carious chaine of fineſt goll, 
Her Jewels and her Rings, 
And all ſach coſtly things, 
as he about her did behold. 
Che Marlot in her pꝛeſence, 
He did gentlpteusrence. 
and to het he gaue them all 
He ſent away his Lady, 
Full of woe as may be, | 
who in aſcund with griels did fs 
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Ih jecond part, 


A poung and pꝛopet Lad, 
the Yarlot Axrd and lau hed, they dad ſlaine in ſecrek, 


This Lidies wong 


— — — _ * 


To che ſame tone. 


mp Liege, quoth ſhe, 
grant pour gracious fago;, 


uements are {0 ſtrong. Je2 the gold he had: Deare he is to me, 
voucr-ceme the wile: whom thep did conuep, thongh he did me wꝛong: 
night nothing regarded, By a Ruffian lew®, The Bing repli d againe, 
{a thc Lady ſcoffed, to that place directly, with a ſterne behantour, 
W was her reward, Whete that yonthfull Knight A Sobtec hee hatb aine, 
p her enterp2iſe. faſt a ſla ping lap: die he ſhall ers long, 
, Yarlot all this ſpace The bloody dagger than, Except thou canſt find 
ng wife, n off imbꝛace, 7Tthere with they kul d the man, Any one ſo kind, 
latters him, and thus doth ſay, hard by the Knight he likewiſe laid, that will die and ſet him fre. 
77 be Ale die and li ue, Sp2inkling him with blod, Noble King, ſho ſaid, 
oke much da my faith Ile gine, As he thought it nod, ; Glad am JI apatd, 
( ſhallwozk my Lones decay. and then no longer there he ſtaid. the ſame perſon will A be, 
ſhalt be my treaſure, The Knight being lo abuled, J will ſaffex duelp, 
returns: halt be my pleaſme, Was fo2thwith accuſed J will ſuffer truelp, 
t, halt be my hearts delight: foʒ this murther which was dom, foꝛ my Lone and huſbands ſake. 
10t,qc- Ibe thy dariing, And he was condemned, The King therefoze amazed, 
be thy wozldling, Chat had not cffended, Though he her duty pzaiſed, (fake. 
tarted | ſpisht of Foztunes ſo ght. ſhamefull death he might not ſhun. he bade that thencs he ſhould her 
he did remaine Ahen the Lady b2ight Jt was the Kings command, 
"ch; valiull greaterpences, vnderſtod the matter, on the mozrow after, 
es bzed his paine, That her wedded Knight She ſhould out of hand, 
rted, cnſum'd him quite: was condemn d to die, to the Scaffold goe: 
lhis Lands were ſpenk, To the Bing ſhe went Yer huſband pointed was, 
ch. led in bis (ences, with all the ſperd that might be, to beare the ſwozd befozs her, 
A he did repent Where ſhe did lament Ve mult eke alas, 
vis lowd delight : ber hard deſtiny: giue the deadly blow : 
fineſt gold, ue he hies, Noble Uing, quoth ſhe, He reful's the ded, 
108, We'che flies, Pitty take on me, Dheꝛ bade him pzoced,. 
B, = on Who he (p2t bt gold, and pardon my poze huſbands life, with a thouſand kiſſes 
bold. dim deny, Ciſe Jam vndone, In this wofull caſe, 
ice, Ke bim delle Atth my little ſon, | They did both imbzace 
th i nat once his fare behold. let mercy mitigate this griefe. which mou d the Ruffianin f plas 
m all = diſlreſſed. Lady faire, kontent thee, Straight foz to diſcousr 
4 * oppzellen, | Don: thou wouldT repent the, This concealed murther, 
| dt ads that might he lay, if he ſhould be ſaued ſo: whereby the Lady ſausd WW, 
ciels did u 8 e Harſet knen, ©232 he bath abul'd thee, The Harlot then was hanged» 
. (Towing, 032 he hath miſuſd thee, as babe baferued, 
ar JU IE LP. thereſoze Lady let hum got this grins bzing to pa 
FINIS. 
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